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1383.            TO THE COMMITTEE OF THE

GARRICK CLUB
28 NOVEMBER 1858

Published by Yates, Mr. Thackeray, p. 14. My text is taken from a draft in
Thackeray's hand owned by Mrs. Fuller.

36 Onslow Sq? November 28. 1858.
Gentlemen

I have today received a communication from M* Charles Dick-
ens relative to the dispute w^ has been so long pending, in w^ he
says

'Can any conference be held between me as representing M*
Yates, and any appointed friend of yours as representing you, in
the hope and purpose of some quiet accommodation of this deplor-
able matter, w^ will satisfy the feelings of all parties?'

I have written to M* Dickens to say that since the commencement
of this business I have placed myself entirely in the hands of the

Thackeray as an "estrangement... hardly now worth mention even in a note"
(Life of DickenSy ed. Ley, p. 697), Yates writes that "at the time no one was
more energetically offended with Thackeray than John Forster himself. I
perfectly well remember his rage when Dickens showed him the letter of
26th November, and how he burst out with eHe be damned, with his "yours,
&c."!' " (Recollections and Experiences II, 36)

75 To a first draft of this letter in the possession of Mrs. Fuller Thackeray
has added the following comments: "On the 28 November I wrote to the
Committee of the G. C. enclosing the paragraph A in M? Dickens's letter and
saying that if they could come to a pacific ending no one would be more glad
than myself.

"The Committee did not meet till the ensuing Saturday Dec? 5, and on that
day MF Yates served a Writ on the Secretary of the Club, & this article ap-
peared in the Illustrated Times.

" CTHE THEATRICAL LOUNGER
THE "HISTRIONIC BARONET."

"My personal experience of baronets, limited though it be, does not incul-
cate a belief in them as a class. Perhaps I have not been fortunate, but of the
half-dozen with whom I have been brought into contact, one is a cynic, one
a stupid nincompoop, one a spiteful fool, one an antiquated fogey, one a
harmless chip-in-porridge, and only one a real gentleman. Two of these live
on their estates, two on the reputation of their ancestors, one by bedabbling